spine and covering his whoie body like a wet blanket* The
sick feeling in the pic of the stomach, the shaking hand?, the
miserable, unbearable loss of dignity that jross \viih this
most ridiculous nervous disease.

He lit another cigarette and, unable to rind any further
excuse for postponing the torture, he went into his ro^rn to
change into his dress clothes. It was a small room, shopworn
and shabby in spite of some feeble efforts at comfort. Tr ere
was no carpet, the couch had hard lumps and the wall behind
it showed greasy spots where generations of conductors had
rested their brilliantined heads. There was a locker, a wash-
basin in one corner, a closet with a little mirror in the other.
Margot was waiting for him, she had sprayed some pine
fluid and the air smelt sweet and fresh. She knew that he
suffered from chills before each performance and she had
brought their own little electric stove along and plugged it in
the wall next to the couch. On the table was a bowl with
fresh fruit, his dressing-gown hung over a chair and his shirt
laid out for him, with every button in p3ace. She had put a
bucket with ice on a little table. Champagne, brandy and two
medicine bottles. On a piece of black velvet she had spread
out a whole array of his batons. With an almost sensuous
pleasure he fingered each of the slender, white sticks, weighed
them in the crook of one finger, swished them through the
air and finally selected one for the night. Margot followed
his movements with great attention but silently; she did not
care for conversation and this was one of her great assets.
Pierre threw his cigarette away and began to undress. She
came with a steaming cup from the stove.

" Too hot,3 * he said. She held it up to his lips as if he were
a reluctant child, "Just drink it hot, Ponpon, it'll do you
good/* she said. He drank it down, it was some bromide
tasting like consomme. He hoped it would settle his rebel-
lious stomach, but it did nothing of the kind. He flung him-
self on the couch, and groaned miserably.
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